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summit is a plateau of several acres, which was
formerly dotted with large oaks. To this pasture
came the cattle, to lie in the shade of the wide-
spreading trees. All the winds found their way to
this breezy height, and in the sultriest day the air
was never stagnant. The varied charms of the
fine outlook were not lost upon the young poet and
his lively brother. Directly beneath them was
the ancient homestead, and they could almost look
down into the flues of the great chimney. A wide
stretch of beautifully diversified country spreads
away on all sides to a distant horizon. The dome-
shaped hills peculiar to the lower valley of the
Merrimac River were all about them. The south-
ern ranges of the New Hampshire mountains
could be seen at the north, and eastward rose Aga-
nienticus, standing as a sentinel upon the coast of
Maine. At the west, across the Great Pond (since
christened Kenoza by the poet), were the spires of
Haverhill. Southeast was a glimpse of the blue
sea in Ipswich bay, with the rocks of Cape Ann
beyond, and just across the Merrimac were the
rolling hills of Newbury. Only five miles away,
in By field, was the ancestral homestead of the
Longfellows, where the grandfather of Henry
Wadsworth Longfellow was born. A little to the
left rose the spires of Newburyport, and the beau-
tiful Po Hill in Amesbury, at the foot of which
the poet was to find a home for more than fifty-six
years, was another conspicuous feature in the
wide landscape.

The boys delighted in petting the oxen, which
were large ones, and seemed to appreciate all the